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To the Q UEEN. 


OM This Auſpicious Day Three King- 
8 8 doms date 

SST The faireſt Favours of indulgent Fate: 
From This the Months in radiant Circles run, 
As Stars receive their Luſtre from the Sun. 


To You the Scepters of all Europe N 
The Victor Thoſe Revere, and Theſe the Friend; 
Vour Silken Reins the villing Nations crave, 
For tis Your lovd Prerogative to ſave. 
Mild amidſt Triumphs, Victory beſtors 
On You Renown, and Freedom on Your Foes; 
Obſervant of Your Will, the Goddefs brings 
Palms in her Hand, and Healing in her Wings. 


But, as the brighteſt Beams and gentleſt Show'rs, 
Were once reſerv'd for Eder's op ning Flow'rs ; 
So, tho remoter Realms Your Influence ſhare, 
Britannia boaſts to be Your Darling Care. 
By Your great Wiſdom and refiftlels Might, 
Abroad we Conquer and at Home Unite: 
Nature had join'd the Lands, but You alone 
Make their Affections and their Councils one; 
You ſpeak,— The jarring Principles remove 0 


And cloſe combind, the Siſter-Nations prove 


| Rivals alone in Loyalty and Love. 
What 
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=o What Pow cou d now forbid the Warrior QUztx 
. Io wave the Red-Croſs Banners oer the Sein ? 

1 Others for Titles urge the Soldiers Toil, 

Or meanly ſeek the Foe to ſeize the Spoil: 

But Vou for Right Vour Pious Arms 3 
And Conquer to Reſtore, and not Deſtroy; 
Vouchſafing Audience to Your Suppliant I 
Lou long to give the lab'ring World Repoſe ; _. 
Concurring Juſtice waits from You the Word, 
Pleas d, Wen You fix the Scales, to ſheath the Sword. 
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From this orojitions Omen we preſage \ 
Unnumber'd Bleſſings to the coming Age: 
Eſtabliſſid Faith, the Daughter of the Skies, 
Shall ſee New Temples by Your Bounty riſe ; 
Commerce beneath the Southern Stars ſhall theive, 
Inteſtine Feuds expire, and Arts revive : 

Safe in their Shades the Muſes ſhall remain, 
And ſing the milder Glories of Your Reign. 


I 0 whilſt oflended Heavin exerts its Pow'r, 
EN Swift fly the Lightnings, loud the Thunders roar ; 
4 But when our Incenſe reconciles the Skies, 
Again the radiant Beams begin to riſe : 
iD Soft Zephyrs gently waft the Clouds away, 

@ And fragrant Flow'rs perfume the dawning Day ; 

The Groves around rejoice with Ecchoing Strains, 
| And Golden N covers all the Plains, 14 
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